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The Topps Company is pleased to be offering an exciting 
variety of officially licensed products based on The Rock¬ 
eteer movie. These collectibles are available at local 
stores nationwide—wherever Topps products are sold. 

GLOSSY MOW CARDS 

Re -live the excitement of The Rocketeer 
movie with these high quality trading 
cards, Full-color cards capture the 
movie’s most memorable moments and 
tell the complete Film story from begin¬ 
ning to end. A specially designed sticker 
comes in each pack. Collect all 99 movie 
cards and 11 stickers. 


Offer pood in USA only, MONEY RACK GUARANTEE 


CAMS 
GUM COMERS 

These unique containers are multi col¬ 
ored, finely detailed collectibles. 
Thev’re all filled with delicious treats: 
the helmet and torso versions contain 
candies stamped with The Rocketeer 
design; the full figure features fruit- 
flavored bubble gum nuggets. When the 
gum and candy are all gone, they’re still 
fun! 
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■blastoff to wild aerial adventure with 
B^Fthe ROCKETEER, the exciting new 
Watt Disney movie based on the popular 
Dave Stevens comic book. It's a rousing tale 
of rogues, a rocketpack and a resourceful 
hero named Cliff Secord who battles a Nazi 
scheme to enslave the world. But, most of all, 
it's the story of man’s oldest dreom—solo 
flight—and how it comes true for one unsus¬ 
pecting aviator. Fly with Cliff Secord os he 
becomes... THE ROCKETEER. 
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d ave Stevens is a true original. 
This self-taught artist and writ¬ 
er from Southern California ex¬ 
ploded onto the national scene with his cre¬ 
ation, The Rocketeer [first published by 



Pacific Comics in 1982). What was sup¬ 
posed to be a two-issue micro-series, 
designed to fill out an existing showcase 
comic book, became instead a cult sen¬ 
sation and then a Walt Disney Pictures film 
production. 

The artist/writer got his start in the 
world of comics as a teenager, working 
alongside the great Russ Manning on the 
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legendary Tarzan Sunday comic strip and 
also drawing the Star VKa/sstrip, Since hit¬ 
ting his stride, Stevens has been compared 
to the greatest names in comics history, in¬ 
cluding Will Eisner, Alex Raymond and 
Frank Frazetta. 

Disney's The Rocketeer faithfully car 
ries to the silver screen Dave Stevens' love 
of old-style action stories through its dy¬ 
namic combination of colorful characters, 
blazing imagery and well-crafted script¬ 
writing. "The comics medium is a great 
forum for developing ideas and visual con¬ 
cepts for possible later use in Film. The 
Rocketeeris a perfect example,” he admits. 
The screenplay is by the team of Paul De 
Meo and Danny Bilson | The Flash]. 
"Danny and Paul were totally in sync with 
what 1 was trying to do from the begin¬ 
ning,” Stevens says. 

Director Joe Johnston [Honey, I Shrunk 
the fi/ifej and production designer Jim 
Bissell [Honey, lShrunk the Rids, Always] 
are no strangers to the world of film action. 
According to Dave Stevens, the team Riled 
the bid perfectly: "We were all very unified 
in our aim of how to treat this material," 
Stevens states. 

The movie successhdly captures the 


look and feel of both classic art deco Holly¬ 
wood and the wild '30s clifthangers that 
ran in movie houses as weekly chapters. 
The Rocketeerchmdw comes alive in the 
style of the great comic heroes of the golden 
age of comics. Stevens says, "If you're 
going to draw a series you can live with, 
you need to create a world with characters 
you ran face everyday." On his inspiration 
for the character: "I always loved the idea 
ofa guy propelled by same sort of jet pack. 
The idea of a human rocket is very' powerful" 
Through his busy career, this multi¬ 
talented creator has also found time to pro¬ 
vide original art and storyboards for the ad¬ 
vertising, film and television animation 
Gelds. Stevens' first assignment as a board 
artist in movies was for Raiders of the Lost 


Ark, so The Rocketeer reunites him indi¬ 
rectly with some of the great creative 
teams from that film. 

Stevens held a post at the Hanna- 
Barbera studio for three TV seasons, work¬ 
ing with Doug Wildey, who created Jonny 
Quest mi served as a model for the charac¬ 
ter Peevy, Cliff Second's mechanic in The 
Rocketeer. Stevens also provided some 
storyboard and set art assistance to the 
filmmakers during production of 
Rocketeer. 

Dave Stevens served as co-producer for 
this Walt Disney/Gordon Company mo¬ 
tion picture, and he even makes a cameo 
appearance as the German "Bocketeer" 
who gets scorched onscreen in Howard 
Hughes' office. 









JENNY 


is just as ambitious as her boyfriend Cliff. 
She's a beautiful young woman with a burn 
ing desire to become a movie star. 


SOME FAMILIAR FACES from Chaplin Airfiefdand the nearby Bull¬ 
dog Cafe: MALCOLM, an old flyer buddy of Cliff's; PATSY, a 10- 
year-old girl who loves airplanes as much as the guys do; and 
1, her mom, who owns and runs the Bulldog eatery. 


PEEVY 


Ambrose “Peevy" Peabody, an elderly but ingenious mechanic, 
is Cliff Secord’s partner, roommate and best friend. 


SECORD 


A handsome and brash young 
racing pilot. Cliff has hopes of 
winning the upcoming national 
air races. He's an ordinary guy 
tested by extraordinary circum¬ 
stances. With or wi thout a rocket- 
pack strapped to his back, Cliff 
finds he must rise to the occasion 
and prove he has the stuff that 
heroes are mode of. 



















LOTHAR 


Huge and men¬ 
acing, he is Neville 
Sinclair's personal henchman ... 
a back-breaking assassin who shows 
no mercy. 


Dashing, debonair Sinclair 
is one of America's most 
popular celluloid heart- 
throbs. But behind this 
sophisticated Hollywood facade 
is a man with a profound lock of 
scruples . . * and a hidden agenda* 


BIGELOW 

A greasy, disliked money- 
grubbing showman who runs 
the Bigelow Air Circus and of¬ 
fers little respect for his 
aerial superstars. 


EDDIE 


A successful gangster 
and owner of the 
swanky South Seas Club, Eddie 
Valentine is reluctantly partnered 
with Neville Sinclair in a 
shady scheme. 
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1. y s the decade enters its final two years, 
the world is on the brink of a great calamity: in Eu¬ 
rope, a madman named Adolf Hitler has risen to 
power, transforming Germany into a brutal military 
dictatorship. Entire populations tremble as fear or 
war hovers over the globe like storm rlouds gathering 


they're happily indulging in other popular, and, in 
some rases, unique diversions. Air circuses boast the 
death-defying, devil-may-care aerial feats of fearless 
flyers with a yen for those wide open spaces high 
above the earth, disking and sometimes losing 
their lives, these pilots provide the impetus 
and a "test lab" for technological break¬ 
throughs such as retractable landing gear, new 
fuels and improved engines. These airborne 
daredev ils also provide pulse-pounding enter¬ 
tainment for eager audiences. 

That, and the inspiration to soar... 


Seductive, streamlined 
elements of '30i design 
styles were especially 
evident in racing air- 


before the inevitable downpour. 

America, by rontrast, in her post-Depression, 
pre-war mood, is filled with unbridled optimism. 
Hollywood becomes the nation's number one dream 
factory, manufacturing personalities as well as pro¬ 
duct-stars who rapture the public's imaginalion 
with their glamorous and olten eccentrir lifestyles. 

When Americans aren't going to the movies, 


















"Lucky Lindy" overlooks 
Chaplin Field, where bleach¬ 
ers, stucco buildings, hangars 
and dusty tarmac runways 
shimmer in the morning heat. From the darkness of 
an opening hangar, a black-and-white Gee Bee "Z" 
racer emerges, sunlight gleaming ofTits propeller and 
fresh paint. This odd-looking airplane is little more 
than an oversized engine with wings and a cockpit... 
but to some, it's a hunched, aggressive animal that's 
ready to pounce! 

Striding confidently toward the Gee Bee, Cliff 
Seeord deflects questions of concern from his ace me¬ 
chanic and best friend, Ambrose "Peevy" Peabody. 
"You gotta concentrate every second" exhorts Peevy. 
"Sneeze once and you'll be tail up in the beanfield!" 

ClifTpulls a wad of bubhiegum out of his mouth and 
sticks it on the rudder for lurk. ''Let's make some his¬ 
tory," he tells his old pal with a roguish grio, settling 


into the pilot's seat. Peevy can't help but return the 
smile, flashing a "thumbs up" as the canopy is low¬ 
ered and fastened. 

Cliff opens the throttle. Indicator needles jump. 
The plane picks up speed and surges forward, lifting 
and climbing gracefully, finally circling the field. 

Winging over the rolling Southern California hills, 
the young flyer is blissfully unaware of gunfire sud¬ 
denly blazing beneath him. In a frantic getaway 
chase, two thugs, Lenny and Wilmer, are trying des¬ 
perately to outrare a couple or grim-faced G-men 
named Wooly and Fitch. Lenny, a Ihirk-nerked man 
with gnarled features, rides in the rumble seat or an 
escaping Ford roadster with his tommy gun blazing. 
At the wheel is Wilmer, w hip¬ 
ping through the runes... 
and on the seal beside him is 
an odd suitcase, custom- 
designed to hold some spe¬ 
cial instrument... 


































heet-outat 

A s the furious chase continues, Lenny ducks down 
and slams a drum of fresh ammo into his weapon. 
Then, as he rises, he spots Cliffs Gee Bee coming 
over the hill... headed straight for them! Confused, en¬ 
raged, Lenny whips the tommy gun skyward. Bullets strafe 
the plane, chewing through the metal. The engine sputters 
and coughs up smoke. CliITtries to hold on as his instruments 
go berserk. But it's a losing battle. 

"Head for the airstrip—1 can fly a plane," shouts Lenny. 
Wilroer tears across the open ground behind Chaplin Field's 
hangars. The roadster disappears into one of the hangars, 
screeching to a stop. Wilmer hops out with that strange suit¬ 
case and turns to the rear of the car. "Let's go, Lenny! We 
can't get caught with the—" But Lenny doesn't answer... 
he's slumped in the rumble seat, staring with glazed eyes, 
very dead. "Lousy Feds," Wilmer mutters under his breath; 
then he hears their Plymouth sedan approaching. His mind 
races, eyes darting frantically about. He catches sight of an 
art deco vacuum cleaner and a duffle bag on the hangar floor, 
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Qhafdin airfield 


and grins with desperate mischief... 

The FBI's Plymouth screeches around the rear corner of 
the hangar and skids to a hall. A determined Htrh leaps out, 
crouches into a marksman's pose and Fires at Wilmer in the 
Beeing roadster. Overhead, through grease-smeared goggles 
Cliff sees the roadster directly in his path. Crying out, he 
yanks back on the stick as a frantic Wilmer jumps from the 
car and bounces across the asphalt. The Gee Bee's landing 
gear bashes into the roadster's windscreen! .As the plane 
beliylands in a shower of sparks and metal, the dimriess car 
slams into a fuel truck parked at the runway's edge, eropting 
into a churning ball of flame and smoke! 

Peevy and Cliffs flyer buddies, armed with lire extin¬ 
guishers, dash up to the wrecked, smoldering Gee Bee and 
pull their friend to safety. The young aviator's plans to rare 
her tomorrow in the air show and make some much-needed 
dough have, well, gone up in smoke. A short distance away, 
the Feds approach the remains of Wilmer's roadster. One of 
the firemen raises a charred, twisted lump of metal. It's 



shape vaguely suggests a streamlined, finned object. Wooly 
seems relieved. "Thai's the gizmo, all right." 

But what is this "gizmo," and why are men ready to mur¬ 
der for it? 

A short time later, in his private 
office, inventor Howard Hughes 
picks upa thick portfolio and rifles 
through it, gazing at a sheath of di¬ 
agrams. "I'm sorry I ever 
dreamed the damned thing up," 
he says with regret, dropping the 
portfolio into his fireplace ... 
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A mong the 1 50 period cars rented by transportation coordinator Randy 
Peters were three identical ’34 Ford roadsters. The car's ramble seat 
provided Lenny (Tom Huff} a spot from which to fire his Thompson subma¬ 
chine gun at the oncoming Federal agents. “Right off the bat/ 1 says wheels 
wizard Peters, “the front wheel broke on the FBI car. And the replacement 
wheel was bent. It was getting a bit dicey there at first. The other problem 
was car owners not wanting us to paint their tires black. They 1 ve just rented us 


a forty^thousand dollar car, and we're telling them it’s not authentic. They 
want to know why,” 



'lanes and 


“Landing the Gee Bee,” soys aerial mechanic Chris Freeman, 
“you can't see straight in front of you because of the slope of the 
cowling. You have to look off to the side and pick a spot on the 
runway—and try to stay lined up with that spot.” 

“Every Gee Bee that was ever built had crashed, including this 
one," reports Craig Hosking. “It flew poorly and it landed 
worse. I included a budget for new wheels, brakes, tires-— 
everything to bring it up to high-tech for safety, while still keep¬ 
ing os much as possible original." 

Chris Freeman points out that new disc brakes were mounted 
on the Gee Bee in order to withstand the heat generated by 90 
mph touchdowns. The old Gee Bee brakes "fade” when they 
get hot, causing loss of control—and possible loss of life— 
upon landing. 
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SMOKIN' 


O nly one actual Gee Bee “Z n was used 
in filming The Rocketeer —all the rest 
were mock-ups* Here a ’copter^ partially 
disguised as a Gee Bee is flown by Craig 
Hosking far the overhead shots of the 
chase sequence. A Tyler-mount camera 
hung off the side for shake-proof filming, 
Hosking and crew also builtup the back half 
of a Waco UPF 7 to copy a Gee Bee's tail 
section and a canopy. Bill Campbell sat in 
the rear cockpit, with the camera aimed at 
him from the middle cockpit to make it ap¬ 
pear he was piloting. Hosking was required 











I nspecting the duffle bag that Wil- 
mer tampered with, Clift uncovers an 
amazing object with a double cylinder 
design—the ml gizmo, hidden in a plane 
after Wilmer pulled his switcheroo. Made 


and ominous, its straps buckled tightly in 
place. When a curious Cliff pushes a red 
button, it roars and leaps off the table, bul- 
leting straight for the roof) 

The mysterious dynamo bounces off the 
ceiling and careens through the hangar, 
spewing smoke and fire. Using a conve- 
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Rigetow, the greedy owner of the Air Cir¬ 
cus, expects him to pay for the fuel tank 
that blew up. Originally, Cliff figured he'd 
use a different plane—the Standard—and 
do his old "clown act" in tomorrow's show. 
But the incredible mcketpack that has fall- 


reach the control bracket. He once again 
punches that red button and the rocket 
shuts off, leaving both him and Peevy 
stunned and gasping for breath. 

AU in all, it's been quite a day for Cliff 
Secord. He nearly lost his life. He did lose 
his plane, and, on top of everything else, 










■ arawav (him Chaplin Airfield in an 
elegant Hollywood Hifls mansion, a 
meeting nf imsii\nr> rharmlers 
trikes place. Handsnimsnlhlciunflv 

■ buiit V\die Sinclair, the third tuns! 
popular movie skir in Amerira, n^hearses 
Miiha frnrin^ fmlas ^an^sler Eddie\rilen 
line awl his "torpedoes" hmk nn. Tin* hood 
Jells I he arlnr th«il lie hasn't leveled with 
him, Ificit (nra simple "snalrh and "rah" tn 
ciltrart I lie Feds' interest means il must've 
been a pretty important pnrkasje. 

"It's a rocket," Sinclair [inalh admits. 
And the wily nne wlui knows what became 
fil il is pour Wilrner, mm in the hospital, 
surrounded bv guards. In a lew riavs, when 
the heal dies down, Eddie figures they ran 
"el the info. Ihil Sinclair is adamant. "I 
need the nickel, Eddie. V/h. And I need 




your loyally." Hie gangster grins. "Loyal¬ 
ty's extra;" Sim'lair doubles the price. 
Without averting his eyes from the smooth 
Englishman, Eddie considers this new 
( olTer. It's good business. The hired hood 
agrees, then turns and strides away with 
his men. Sinrlair watches them leave with 
. barely- roni'eiiled mnlempl. He briskly 
rrosses to a nearby table, throws down his 
toil and picks up the telephone. "Bloody 
amateurs," he mutters to himself, dialing... 

In a dSrk and dingy room somewhere in 
IhHim-regfc district, a mysterious figure 
sils'in a Iwyetfeasy chair with his hark to 
us. The phone rings, and a hand the size of 
skillet picks up. This is Lothar, Neville 
* ^inchirli'Personal bodyguard and assas- 
AspCTeady-ond anxious lor a murderous 
ne'vf^ijfjjment... 





I o lest the rocketpack, Cliff and Peevy 
"borrow" the life-sized statue of 
Lindberg from Chaplin Held, lake it to a de¬ 
serted heanfield and strap on the tethered 
pack. Watching from a nearby ditch, Peevy 
connects two wires and the rocket 
ROARS! Lindy takes off, the statue flying 
in great wide rirrles at the end of its tether 
until the stake to which it's attached up¬ 
roots and Lindberg launches inlo the night. 
"We lost it!" shouts Cliff. They pause, lis¬ 
tening to the sound of something hurling 
in their direction ,,. whistling like a 
bomb. Cliff and Peevy throw themselves to 


the ground as lindy dive-bombs Ihem 
from behind. It misses by inches! Cliff 
lakes a look at Lindberg's splintered head 
and sighs, "I think we need a helmet.” 









but lOilun 


shuts the door. Slowly, silently, a window 
slides open. Lothar slips in and approaches 
the bed. He clutches one of timer's trac¬ 
tion rordsand gives it a sharp yank. The pa¬ 
tient's groggy eyes flutter open and his pu- 

>v i cl b voice n man 


pils dilate in horror. 

Jolted by sudden screaming, a uni¬ 
formed guard bursts into the room, revolv¬ 
er drawn. Wilmer hangs suspended above 
the bed, dangling from the traction gear.,. 
his lifeless body bent in half! 








T he makeup for Lothar was de¬ 
signed by monster makeup legend 
Rick Baker, and it captures the gro¬ 
tesque, caricaturish image of the 
threatening henchmen of the pulp era* 
The application procedure was then 
handled throughout the production by 
Greg Nelson, whose credits range 
from zombies in Michael Jackson's 
Thriller to the normal people in Harry 
and the Hendersons* 

The latex appliance makeup for the 
monstrous Lothor required 4 1/2 
hours for Greg Nelson to "construct" 
for each day of shooting* The steps 


were: gluing ears back to the sides of 
Tiny Ron's head; taping the eyelids 
open with six Band Aids; reshaping the 
actor's |aw and ears; building up the 
forehead; and creating a new mouth 
and nose. 

"Tiny had to eat all his meals for the 
day in the morning while we were put¬ 
ting on his makeup, " said makeup man 
Greg Nelson* "He got no more solid 
food for the day (often working 16 
hours). And then when we were 
*done, s it took 1 /2 hour to 45 minutes 
to remove everything so he could go 
home* 
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“Tiny Ron is 7 ft* tall, and I'm about 
S'7" r added Nelson. “When we 
walked on the set, we must have 
looked like a ventriloquist and his 
dummy!" 

“People coming on the set thought 
Tiny really looked that way H " said 
Nelson. “Most people were afroid of 
him* They even asked me what his af~ 
friction was. So I suggested that he 
wear his real 8x10 photo on his chest, 
and when he did that, people started 
asking him about it, and they really 
warmed up to Tiny, 

“Tiny Ron was so patient, such o 
pleasure to work with," reported Nel¬ 
son* “On the last day of shooting, we 
spent the usual 4-1/2 hours making 
him up H and he was only needed for 10 
minutes of filming." 


IM Y HON 7M 


Staying in character 
off-camera, actor liny 
Ron shows makeup 
man Greg Nelson 
how to apply real 
hands to a real throat, 
Lothar-style* 

































rives and makes dutiful promises to the ma¬ 
tronly Mrs. Pye before scooping up his date. 
Jenny 's all excited. She just landed a bit part 
in the new Neville Sinclair movie! At the 
neighborhood theater Jenny and Cliff gob¬ 
ble popcorn while a newsreel plays out. On 
the big screen is the mighty Nazi airship Lux¬ 
embourg, on a coasl-to-coast "friendship" 
lour of the United States. 

Later, our young lovers are grabbing a bite 


l a boarding house for young ar- 
- tresses, the ultra-beautiful Jenny 
Blake leans into her mirror and appliesa coal 
of lipstick. Downstairs, boyfriend Cliff ar- 


t'vttif as a pritu'ess 












and twice oa tiiuufty 


at Cliffs favorite eatery. True to its name, 
the Bulldog Cafe resembles a white and 
black ranine silting on its haunrhes. There's 
a tobacco pipe in its mouth and the door is the 
dog's belly. Inside, framed photos and other 
aviation mementos hang on the walls as 
Millie, the owner, prepares food at the grill. 
Her 10-year old daughter, Patsy, waltzes in 
with a broken toy airplane, show ing it to one 
of Cliff s flyer buddies, Malcolm. Poor Patsy. 


The price for getting her toy fixed is listening 
to another one of Malcolm's glory stories. 
Meanwhile, (Hill is having a ball telling his 
friends all about the "heroic" exploits of Nev¬ 
ille Sinclair in the war movie he and Jenny 
have just seen. Jenny, naturally, is una¬ 
mused ... she's an aspiring, driven actress 
who takes her career very seriously—and 
idolizes Sinclair. She's even less amused 
when she learns—by accident—that Cliff 


was nearly killed in today's airfield incident. 
Old Malcolm spills the beans, and he feels 
pretty guilty about it. 

Meanwhile, under Peevy's inventive 
hands, an elegant (light helmet for Cliff has 
taken shape. Crafted in glowing bronze, it 
lias a sleek fin for stabilization and smoke- 
grey eye openings. It covers our hero's face 
like art deco armor, lending its wearer an ap¬ 
propriate air of mystery... 
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*cUL part o<ft 


(*he day of the Air Cirrus has 
arrived, and it's a riveting experience 
for thrill-hungry aviation bulls. 

Cliff finally pilots his motorcycle 
through the crowd and stops by 
Hangar Three. As he leaps off, Feevy 
runs up to him. "Bigelow's spittin' nails! Where you been?" he asks. "I 
had to see Jenny at the studio," answers Cliff. "Give me a second to gel 
into that stupid clown suit and I'll—Rut Cliff is interrupted by a cheer 
from the stands and a voice over the public address system, which an¬ 
nounces the arrival of his act! It's Malcolm to the rescue, in a clown 
suit and red rubber nose, white-knurkling the stick of Cliff's plane— 
the Standard—as he lights for control. "Is he crazy?!" shouts Cliff. "He 
hasn't flown in 25 years!" As the Standard spins out of control, Bigelow 
watches from the observation deck, perplexed and angry. But lie assures 
the confused spectators that "it's all part of the show!" 
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sets his feel.,. lakes a deep brealh.,. aims his gleaming helmet 
toward the sky. "How do I look?" he asks Peevy. "Like a hood ornament,” 
Peevy replies, yanking a wad of gum out of his mouth and slapping it atop 
the rocket's injertor housing for luck. ClifTpunches the "start" button. KA- 
BIAM! The Rocketeer shoots skyward, knocking poor Peevy off his feet. 
Cliff blasts by a racing plane and then goes after Malcolm—but he can't 
stop himself in time and smashes head-first into the craft's underside. Dan¬ 
gling wildly, the Rocketeer manages to pry himself free, then finally rips 












Malcolm out of (he spinning plane. They punch through the top wing in a 
shower of splintered wood and canvas an instant before the Standard hits 
ground zero... and blow s up another fuel truck! Watching from the obser¬ 
vation tower, Bigelow just about swallow s his cigar, finally announcing— 
with a good deal less enthusiasm—that it’s "ail part of the show!" 

Pursued by Peevy after zooming aw ay from the airfield, Cliff skips across 
the surface of a duck pond. The Bocketeer's bold maiden flight ends rather 
ingloriously as he crashes into a thicket of reeds. Peevy removes the helmet, 
and Cliff grins. "I like it!" 

News of the amazing flying man readies all involv ed parties; Neville Sin¬ 
clair is stunned, as are FBI agents Wuuly and Fitch. They are told by a sar¬ 
castic Howard Hughes that the charred nbjert retrieved from Wilmer's 
roadster was actually a v acuum cleaner! Meanwhile, Bigelow' makes a deal 
with Peevy to keep the Rocketeer's identity a secret in return for future 
performances. Sometime later, the Feds find Bigelow's twisted body 
stretched out on his office floor. Then they turn to a nearby notepad. Wooly 
squints at the paper, tilling it toward the desk light, as impressed numbers 
and letters take form: "1635 Palm Terrace." 














t he address on Lothar's slip of paper matches the one on the 
mailbox. The hulking hunter has found his quarry. 

At home by himself, Peevy puls the finished si rake on 
an annotated schematic droning detailing the racket- 
park's inner workings. Suddenly Lolhar, larger than 
life and twice as monstrous, appears, and begins a sax age assault 
on the wiz mechanic. 

After hurling air race trophies at him {they praxe to be minor 
annoyances), the old mechanic somehow manages to leap on 
Lothar's back. Unlazed, the giant thug grabs Peevy's collar and 


tosses him aside. Peexy crashes into an easy chair, 
which topples backward with the impact. 

Cliff finally shows up. Trying to help Peevy, 
| y he's grabbed by the face and lifted into the air like 
a rag dull. When Clilf refuses In tell Lothar where 
the rorketpack is [Peevy craftily disguised it as a lamp), the 
monster-man, snarling, jams Cliffs head through the plaster 
ceiling .,. just seconds before headlights from outside blind 
them both! 

Cliff and Peevy are flattened on the floor as bullets splinter 
their home. Bring back at his FBI antagonists, Lothar moves 
with combat precision through the house. As he makes his get¬ 
away through the hark door, he grabs Peevy's rocket diagram 
and stuffs it into his pocket. 

33 








11 sides are 


closing in on our hero. Peevy begs him lo 
lum over the rockelpark and phone the FBI, 
and Cliff, after hearing that Bigelow has 
been murdered, fi¬ 
nally agrees, ,4s he 
prepares to make 
the rail, Eddie Val¬ 
entine's gangsters 
saunter into the 


Bulldog Cafe, an air of casual violence be¬ 
neath their smiles. They ask for Cliff Secord, 
not realizing that the person they seek is sit¬ 
ting right in front of them. Betting no help 
from the other customers, they finally pull 
out their guns and begin to trash the place 
with sadistic relish. 

That does it! Rsts fly and bullets blast as 
the cafe erupts into a violent free-for-all. ClifT 
decks a goon who was menaring Peevy, 
and, after some maneuvering, learns 
that Neville Sinclair is with Jenny at the 
South Seas Club. And Sinclair is somehow 
mixed up with underworld forces in their 
quest Tor the rocketpack ... 

"No, not again!" shouts Peevy as Cliff dons 
his Rocketeer attire and prepares to blast off 
from the Bulldog. Cliff promises he'll give 
the pack bark to the FBI, as agreed, but first 
he has to save Jenny .,. and fasti 








O n his way to the South Seas 
Club, the Rocketeer rescues 
a falling man and drops him 
safely into a crowd at the 
world-famous Chinese The¬ 
atre. Then he executes a loop 
and lands proudly, feet spread, hands at 
his side. It's Cliff s best landing yet... 
except that his feet are planted firmly in 
wet cement! As the gleaming hero 
takes to the air once again, someone 
writes his name in the cement square, 
and the movie actors nod their heads in 
agreement. A new star is horn! 






































Meanwhile at the South Seas Club, a 
dazzled Jenny is wined and dined by 
the debonair Mr, Sinclair. Having over¬ 
heard an earlier conversation she had 
with Cliff about the rocketpack, Sin¬ 
clair is now doing a little investigating 
of his own. He elicits whatever infor¬ 
mation he can about Jenny's high¬ 
flying boyfriend and his unusual toy. 

Cliff finally arrives at the South Seas 
Club. He manages to break into the 
laundry room, then stashes his Rocke¬ 
teer gear in a laundry sack. He puts on 
an ill-flUing husboy's uniform, makes 
his way ioto the ballroom and, after 
some awkward maneuvering, alerts a 
befuddled Jenny to the danger that sur¬ 
rounds her. 
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A charmed W. C. Field* 





















ursued by a seething Lothar, Cliff races bark to the laundry 
-® - room and the sack containing his costume-only now a 
dozen identical sacks have been tossed on tap of it! like a crazy per¬ 
son, Cliff plows through the linen mini-mountains as Lotharpounds 
savagely on the laundry room door. Finally it bursts open and the 


d elub-liOftpuiq 


is through like an enraged bull. Where's Ciilf Secord? 
jOthar notires and pair of boots in the laundry shoot and 
b for them, fau he's blown off his feet by the rockets blast 


The Rocketeer—now riding a 
runaway towel cart—bursts 
through the lounge doors unto the 
upper mezzanine, bowling over a 
couple of men waiting for their 


bles, the cart slams against 
railing, ejecting Cliff into the i 
heart of the ballroom ... 






ket-s around the South Seas Club, 
hrough derorations. Eddie Valen- 
•scape routes, trapping the Rocke- 
. but Cliffkeeps veering off in new 
if lair glances up and spots a fishnet 


tine's goons se 
teer and about 
directions, [nfi 


stretched across the ceilii 
hoods, Sinclair blasts av 
swoops to make his esca| 
iny to the floor, bringin 


imy gun from one of the 
ropes as the Rocketeer 


iwfrom bel 


Jenny Blake to the rescue! Through thicken¬ 
ing smoke, Cliff staggers across the dance floor. As Valentine's thugs 
close in on him, the Rocketeer gives his ignition button a desperate 
fab. The engine FIRES! Cliff shoots straight up as the rocket 
screams. At the last second he sees a skylig 
Cliff instinctively throws his arms over his hi 
like ao artillery shell! The overhead stained 
pludes, scattering rainbow shards onto the 


hitting the skylight 
is tropical scene ex¬ 
ice floor... 
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S et designers John Berger, Paul Sonski and Carl Stensel cre¬ 
ated the elaborate and never-before seen sets for The 
Rocketeer. Working from their own sketches (as well as those of 
production designer Jim Bissell and art director Chris Burian- 
Mohr), these elite film artists sculpted models such os the minia¬ 
ture South Seas Club by Pdul Sonski, seen on page 42. 

While the Billy May orchestra played and Melora Hardin 
sang for the dancers, Timothy Dalton (Neville Sinclair) and Jen¬ 
nifer Connelly (Jenny Blake) got to strut their stuff amid as many 
as 250 extras—and 100 crew members. "We had to take ball- 

dj££Ojd£jn££- 


room dancing lessons," says Connelly. "And it certainly 
changed our relationship* We started out very polite, very pro¬ 
fessional. We yelled at one another, because we were so frus¬ 
trated. But we ended up laughing over the whole thing/’ 

As director Joe Johnston describes it, “The atmosphere in the 
South Seas Club was just right. It's a heightened reality of what 
you would probably find in a Hollywood dub in 1938." “The 
set's elements were designed to interplay with the action," 
says designer Paul Sonski. “It's a symmetrical set, with an oval 
shape that facilitates the Rocketeer flying." A special pipe was 
attached to the ceiling to support the stuntman, and fake sprin¬ 
kler heads were added to help it blend into the room's decor. 
Oscar-nominated set decorator Linda DeScenna [Bioderunner, 
Rainman , Avalon) arranged to have 90 caricatures copied and 
framed In order to line the walls with authentic-looking celebri¬ 
ty portraits. 
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I award Hughes 1 office was built in a 
former seaplane hangar near the 
real "Spruce Goose” site in Long Beach. 
Details such as the desk props seen here 
were assembled by decorator DeScenna 
and her Lean, Mean, Decorating Ma¬ 
chine. "We rented a warehouse at a stor¬ 
age hangar In Burbank, and when we 
were ready to go with a set, we moved in 
with trucks/' 

T he exterior of Neville Sinclair's was 
filmed at the Ennis-Brown house, a 
Frank Lloyd Wright design still standing in 
the Hollywood Hills, Patterned concrete 
blocks and stained glass windows at the 
original location were cast and replicated 
and used for "matching shots" on the 
Disney set by Paul Sonski, Sinclair's bed¬ 
room, however, was modelled on an art 
deco-style apartment discovered in the 
building over New York's Radio City 
Music Hall, For Sinclair's bed itself, De¬ 
Scenna went for originality by choosing a 
'30s pattern and having a new silk com¬ 
forter sewn for the movie. “The bed plays 
such a key role in that scene,” she said, "I 
wonted to get that old satin-silk feeling. 
Nowadays, comforters just aren't sewn in 
the same patterns.*' 
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a ■ inclair emerges from billowing smoke 
and grabs Jenny by the arm. As she 
straggles to break free, a small automatic pis¬ 
tol is pressed into her ribs. If our young actress 
is going to gel out of Ihislix, she'll have to art 
like she's never acted before! 

At Neville Sinclair's mansion, Jenny pre¬ 
tends to surcumb to his amorous advances just 
long enough to gain the upper hand and knock 
him cold. Escaping into a secret radio room, 
she stumbles upon Peevy'srorkel diagram and 
quirkly stuffs it into her gown. Jenny also 
learns the outrageous, unbelievable truth 
about her charming host: he's a spy working 
the Nazis! 

Meanwhile, Cliff is finally apprehended by 
G-men and escorted to the office of the rocket- 
park's inventor, Howard Hughes. There, the 
millionaire inventor explains how dangerous 
this device would be in enemy 
hands. They view an animated 
Nazi propaganda film which 
suggests a Washington, D.C. bi¬ 
as hundreds of German 
wamurs, all wearing rocket 
packs, descend upon our unsus¬ 
pecting capital. I 

Just before he was picked up, 
Cliff had been given instruc¬ 
tions to surrender the rorketpark to Sinclair at 
Griffith Observatory that very night—or else 
Jenny would he murdered. Since the Fill 
won't allow him to go it alone, Cliffis forced to 
engineer a daring escape front; Howard 
Hughes'office.. .via Hughes'"Sprure Goose" 
model. Our hero employs the model as a hang- 
glider, soaring clear out over the mean and 
quickly disappearing as it banks away. Hughes 
grins, impressed with the Goose's unsched¬ 
uled lest flight, "The son of a gun will llv!" 

























Waiting lor the cam¬ 
era ta roll. Bill Camp¬ 
bell gets a leg up to the 
model of the Spruce 
Goose in Howard 

















« \v\' (lie liritHlh Obsmalnn, a "hilling shir" i i|iifll> grerns in 
tin 1 ni»lil skv H HNiihmg inla \\w Itoming Irail uf iiur Dying him 
[ dilir ViiltMitinr^sniriisimiigtnm lion, v^hi|i[iiii» nil! Ihrh 1 lummy guns 
In Inriii ;i wrimmingnimmilliT Uiilrhril«iirih. I hr linrkrlcrrliiwH\ 
alights(Mi Ilu i nhsrnalnn Imvmurt mumrs Irishrlmd ami mnhjnutjJ 
thisassrmhkigrul v\ it \ im-nnnsrnsr Sinrliiir\iinks M im\ a\M^ Imin 
I nliwir, pulls a I ugrr 1mm his mat anil presses I he gun In her lemple. 
,J I he miiil Mr. Sminl!" hir mire, >aieiiline agriTH illi me wisl> 
V\ith\ "dome mi, kid! Hand il mer so \\v ivm nil go himie!" 

(Hill' hnliis his lirralh Jlum pl>i\s hifinimpc anl Hoping In rimiliNinrl 
nniqurr, he gambles mi hhlir Valentine's littenl pal riiilisin h> musiling 
Hint \evilleSinrliiirmirksInrTAtWImirihisgimsrsloppingrats!"Sin 
Hair 1 ignmustv denies this, arguing that t Hill is mrivlv lulirinilingdes- 
jirrale lies. Bill fridie is mill used, angry and more than ,i little suspi 
rious H, l may mil earn a straight (Inllarjinl ('ilia Imiidmt permit \oier 
iron, daininiir Realizing that his rover is blimn, Sinrliiir shrnils an 




order, and twenty German rnnmiandos in jumpsuits 
materialize atop the observatory's staircases and 
domes, surrounding Valentine and bis stunned gang¬ 
sters ... 

Suddenly, j aws drop as the vast silver belly of a zep- 
pelin lowers towards the observatory, gondola soflly 
aglow with its miming lights. Emblazoned on the 
airship's side is the name— Luxembourg'. 

Just when all seems lust, car-mounted spotlights 
stab out to illuminate the area. Led by none other than 
Wooly and Fitrh, FBI agents and poiire ollirers leap 
from their cars and agents lire on the eommandoes in 
the furerourl. With unexpec ted aid from Eddie Valen¬ 
tine's gang, the squad or cops and G-men eventually 
manage to overwhelm their Nazi antagonists. Jenny, 
still in Sinclair's clutches, is pulled into the gondola of 
Ihe Luxembourg by Lothar. Cliff, grilling his leelh, 
yanks a Mauser pistol from the holster of a dead com¬ 
mando then shoots towards the zeppelin, like a Bant¬ 
ing arrow in the night! 
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Ifi lilts rough landJmR d^ofi Ihfr zeppHiti dtMross ihe ship s rod 
J 41cf. and the s itri Hplain singles tonwlmJ hk mm errant 
trail. Fighting (lie nfod biking for nil entry port. Ihe ftnrkrtwr 
rrpeps ■ tiling Ihe tiile islsutf'? sflilke. He finals Ends i nuinleiHura 1 
hatrfl- Hut 111f llOlrll ch* ir ^forleii |y Dim open, krimkii ig li li IF Mam*f 
pistol away jnlo Site *o&d^and lolhaf nnetges From 1he lyleh! 

Th? innn-iimihler allarhes a saFe ty le-thci* Id hk uakl and advances 
on Cliff. llur 1 1 mi Figh h taliantly, bul is nu m-ilch for [hr immense 
hiHvir. 41 Iasi, the gianl |h$ Cliff lined met hk he.id for Nip hark- 
snapping roup de grow. Usings Ihe tad of hk S^ngth, the llotkeLMr 
hashes Lalhar in I he skull, usings hk hand ronlrok a hmss k Huskies! 
Ikied, Lotiw drops hk enemy, w Itn rolls DlFdunit the staging side and 
disappears into Ihe nighl. The ^Lklied: kilter purrs met Ihe rim of Ihe 
in«n fonts jusl in lime to see the HatieLeer rooming 
M.ru^in pi him. CNf. having fired lhe iwielpath. k»ps romplel^ 


cAsMiult o n a 


around From bemealh Ihe air^ilpf Lolhar k knocked info spre. then 
^ddenk smashes ihrough the gondola«iiidinss.il Iherikd of his teth¬ 
er. likjr an nut-of LtmErol reck in^. Ml., - 
fiom inside. Ch(fappriMrhesSiiirhir r whij prists the gleaming mill- 
zfo of his aiihiniiilir pcdul beneath Jenny's thin, The Liimmiil nrUir's 
eyesore nild. He ihMlens tu blim her brains all mer the rofon unless 
CEiir hands over ihe cwiet, He foaled, wit hem slips the engine's straps 
from hk hath. He sets it cn llw How and suirvptiliMidt e Kinds a «od 
of gum ihat he had used toping the leaking Fuel lank. Then CM slides 
the nn ke!|Mi h across to Sirriafr,. n hu simps il im hk un 11 hath and pre 
paitt Far a hasty eik... 
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E^liff and Jenny sue# p«E the desperately IJnilirgliads-bfMkerfirHl 
Li‘.i|i [a ihe snin^rjS ladder iif Hi^lws.srrall. Hii£|ih ghes llwtonlTnl 
slif k a i)ood jhmIi anillhe aiilug} ra bank s-iuftly away r with cHirliftws 
safely ir lu». His agile airwan Ii,lh baith ttoared a safe dislaiwv w hen 
11# hydrogen fireball romjilfleH its ninsumptiuiL nf the leppelin s siher 
skin, ripping, il lo s harm! fragmmls! 
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The full-scale zeppelin blown up in The Rocketeer 
was actually built amid the orange groves at Indian 
Dunes, near Valencia, California. “We had a great time 
up there/' says Campbell. “It was really windy and 
dusty and gritty and cold, and we worked horrible 
hours." Regarding the extensive pyrotechnics used to 
simulate a hydrogen zeppelin going up in flames, Jen¬ 
nifer Connelly says: “It was slightly nerve-wracking, 
even though we knew we were completely safe. It was 
done so incredibly well that it seemed dangerous. I was 
seriously running away from the explosions. But the 
heat felt good—it was so cold out there." 
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_ t's a Tew days later, at the Bulldog Cafe ... 

I Impressed with Glifps spunk and ingenuity, Howard 
■ Hughes presents him with the perfect reward: a brand 
H new Gee Bee racer! "What was it like up therC" Hughes ^ 
I. asks, "strappifig-lhat thing to your back, flying like a 
hawk?" Cliff grins. "Closest thing to heovmr Then he Ranees 
over at his radiant Jenny. "Well... second closest." 

As if Hughes' gift wasn't enough;’Jenny removes a folded 
paper from her purse and hands it to Peevy. It's his schematic of 
rocketpack, stolen by Lothar but retrieved by Jenny. Cliff 
jhs and sweeps j^nfiy up in a joyful embrace, even as Patsy 
a little hpy rtih about playing "Rocketeer." 

Is the |oeketjpk gone for good? What about those papers 
Jenny hast Will there be another attempt at creating an inven¬ 
tion that gives men the ability to soar? 

time will tell ... but one thing is certain. Man's 
desire to soar beyond his earthly limitations ran 
never be sated. The legend of The Bocketeer lives 
on in our hopes and dreams! 
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V/M hefher it's creating mystical figures on distant plcm- 

ets, ghostlike transparencies of Patrick Swayze, or 
images for new shows at Disney theme parks, the magicians at 
George Lucas' Industrial Light & Magic lend an expert touch 
available nowhere else in filmdom. For The Rocketeer, they 
provided everything from scale figures and aircraft to digital 
matte picture compositing. "ILM is doing some really interesting 
things with computers/' Rocketeer director Joe Johnston points 
out. "They’re really ahead of the rest of the effects 
community/* 

ILM’s chief modelmaker, Richard Miller, first sculpted the 
Racketeer puppet out of clay, cast it in a mold and infected 
shram foam. Tom St. Am and created a steel armature strong 
enough to survive the rigors ahead/* Tom knows how to destroy 
a model as he goes along/' says 
Miller. "This thing's really gone 
through a war.'* 

To get a realistic-looking flame 
to come out of the exhaust pipes of 
the life-sized Cirrus X-3 rocket- 
pack, special effects coordinator 
Jon Belyeu, blended gases. “It was 
great—it even sounded like a 
rocket!’* says director Joe Johns¬ 
ton. "I was amazed that they could 
come up with it in time." Miniature 
flames for animated sequences 
were provided by ILM artists, who 
drew the colored flames onto cells 
which were then composited into 
film frames. 
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"The biggest challenge in this movie," 
Dave Stevens says, "was getting the Rocke¬ 
teer to fly in a fashion that the viewers would 
believe. We wanted it to be absolutely seam¬ 
less." This seamlessness was made possible 
by using several different "Rocketeers" and 
the most advanced miniatures and special ef¬ 
fects. "Also starring" in the film is a 1 /A scale 
puppet used for many animation sequences, 
built by Steve Cawley, supervising model- 
maker at Industrial Light & Magic, and his 
team of 25 modeLmalters. "When things go 
right," Gawtey says, "you shouldn't be able 
to tell the difference between the miniature 
and the real thing. And, in addition to reduc¬ 
ing the danger iu the actors and lowering the 
production costs, it lets us do the impossible: 
wc can make people fly." 
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GLOVE 

STORY 


I llustrator Ed Eyth’s 
sketch shows the 
Rocketeer’s gloves 
with the different rock- 
etpack control cables, 
clomped at the wrists. 
Here, the right glove 
controls direction of 
the thrust port, while 
the left glove handles 
ignition and throttle. 




* # ^Phe rocketpack has gone 
® through several gen¬ 
erations of changes,” says Ed 
Eyrihu “Joe Johnston had real¬ 
ly wanted us to stay true to 
what Dave Stevens had 
drawn in his comics, but it was 
too fantasy-I ike. We did a 


few things ta make it look 
more aerodynamic, like add¬ 
ing fins to it. Then we came up 
with the idea of a dual pack, 
so that it would appear to 
have enough thrust to lift 


HISTORY 
OF THE 
ROCKETPACK 
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The outfits hod to be mode in six different sizes, 
to fit the various-sized stuntmen, "A lot of the jack¬ 
ets disappeared during the production/ 1 she adds, 
u Someone's going to be pretty surprised when 
they put one on and find large holes in the sides for 
parachutes and wire rigs!” 


ALL 

SIZES 

FIT 

ONE 


C ostume designer Marilyn 
Vance-Straker ( Untouchables, 

Romancing the Stone, Pretty 
Woman), created over 40 leather 
jackets for The Rocketeer. Each stunt man got his 
own supply of the customized garments, “We 
even had to create one set of fireproof jodhpurs 
with IMomex [used by astronauts and auto rac¬ 
ers)," she says, “so that the pants wouldn't catch 
on fire from the rocketpack's flames/ 1 



someone off the ground, 
"The roeketpack has a 
fiberglass shell," continues 
Eyth, “The ‘hero pack/ used in 
most of the close-up sequenc¬ 
es, was coated before they 


cast the fiberglass in the mold. 
We used arch-spraying, 
where a thin layer of zinc 
metal is sprayed right inside 
the lining of the mold. Then 
the fiberglass was cast an top 


of that, so that when the cast 
came out, it actually had a 
metal surface on it. When I 
saw the final product, it 
looked like the thing could ac¬ 
tually fly/' 
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D irector Joe Johnston [Honey, l 
Shrunk the Kids) was planningo ca¬ 
reer in commercial art when he got side¬ 
tracked by the movies—specifically by 
Star Wars * He drew space ships for two 
years and eventually stayed on for 
seven more at Industrial Light & Magic, 
George Lucas' state of the art special ef¬ 
fects production lab near San Francisco. 
There, he designed such unforgettable 
characters as Yoda, the Ewoks, and 
many stunning effects sequences for 
movies including The Empire Strikes 
Back and Raiders of the Lost Ark . 

He was the ideal choice for director of 
The Rocketeer, it was Johnston, in fact, 
who suggested ta Disney that the Dove 
Stevens comics be brought ta the big 
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screen. "Disney didn’t approach me about 
this project—I approached them. I've been a 
fan of Dave and The Rock.eteer for nearly 1D 
years," he points out. 

"I was really intrigued by the opportunity 
to da this film- it’s been a lot of fun having the 
old planes around and doing aviation scenes 
like the air race." 


in describing The Rocketeer, Johnston 
says, "It’s a puzzle, a tapestry, with so many 
elements that never come into contact with 
one another. And yet, everything is woven 
together," 

Johnston assembled a super team of 
filmmakers to create this movie. Production 
designer James Bissell {Arachnophobia, Al¬ 
ways ;, E-T The Extra-Terrestrial}, art director 
Chris Burion-Mohr and director of photogra¬ 
phy Hiro Narita (Tlhe Last Waltz , Honey, I 
Shrunk the Kids) combined their extensive 
experience and dedication to highly- 
detailed sets to paint a brilliant portrait of 
Americana—late 5 30s style. 

"Joe Johnston did the best job we could 
have hoped for," says The Rocketeer 's cre¬ 
ator, Dave Stevens. "He had a great feel for 
the steamlined look as well as for the opti¬ 
mism of the time. He realty captured that 
bold, brash pre-War period—the architec¬ 
ture, the bullet-shaped vehicles, everything 
that made the era memorable." 
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VISIT ANOTHER DIMENSION 
ND BE BACK IN TIME FOR DINNER 


THE WORLD'S FIRST 3-D SIGHT AND SOUND COMIC BOOK. 



Mow'd you feel if someone plucked 
you out of your room, stropped a rocket 
pack on your back and plopped you in 
the middle of a little machine gun 
fire, Nazi gangsters, and the FBI? 
Interested? Then put on your earphones, 
put on our 3-D glasses, strop yourself in, 
and pick up your copy of The Rocketeer 
3-D Comic —the one with sound that 
makes you feel like you're really there. 



































































